DEATH OF DAVID

THE July heat bathed the little town in its ardour,
but breezes, stealing from the Lake, from the
higher woods, from Skiddaw forest and Blen-
cathra shallows^ carried the scent of flowers every-
where*   The town slept,   Some sheep wandered
dreamily down Main Street, the dust blew in little
spirals between the hedges toward Crosthwaite
Church, the post-chaise waited outside the * Royal
Oak/ two young men> with nothing whatever to
do, lounged up against the wall of Mr, Cros*
thwaite's Museum,   A little way up the street a
small group waited for the arrival of the Good
Intent post-coach from KendaL   It was five
minutes past four of the afternoon, and nine out of
every ten of Keswick's citizens were still discussing
their good liquor and digesting the day's dinner,
Francis Merries came down the sunny street,
riding from Penrith,   He was, in this July of
1789, twenty-nine years of age and as hand-
some a bachelor as the counties of Cumberland
and Westmorland contained.   He was> however,
as awe-inspiring as handsome,   No young lady
anywhere, not even the pretty daughters or Mrs.
Herring of Bassenthwake, reputed the most daring
young women in the whole of the North of Kng-
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